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Pratima Nayak and Other Poems 


EDITOR’S INTRODUCTION 


Sochi Raut Roy (the name in full reads ‘Satchidananda 
Rautaray’) was born in 1915 in village Gurujang, close to 
the town of Khurda famous in history for the heroism of 
its Paitas and for the resistance they offered to the British. 
True to the fighting spirit of the region, as it were, 
RautRoy joined the Freedom Movement when he was still 
at school, and was actually rusticated for the said reason. 
Later he graduated from Revenshaw Col'ege, Cuttack in 
1939, but continued to take part in the Freedum Struggle 
as also in various Students’ and Peasants’ novements and 
the People’s muvement to free the Native states, During 
this period(1934-42)he was imprisoned twice, and several of 
his poetry-volumes were lanned. From 1942 to 1962 he 
worked first as Chief Labour Welfare Officer and then 
as Executive Otficer in Kesoram Cotton Mills, Calcutta; 
and travelled, to study labour weifare and address poetry- 
seminars; in the Far East, Australia, U. S. A., and many 
countries in Europe. Since 1962 RautRoy has been living 
in Cuttack, writing poetry, editing Diganta, a quarterly 
journal of art, literature and aesthetics, and occasionally 
going abroad on lecture-tours. If awards and prizes mean 

anything, RautRoy has been awarded the Central Sahitya 
Academy Award for Poetry; the Govt. of India have 
honoured him with a ‘Padmashrce’, and two universities 
{of Andhra and Berhampur) have conferred on him kono- 
rary doctorates, Recently he completed a term (1978-81) as 
the President of Orissa Sahitya Akademi. 
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During this eventful life RautRoy has devoted 
himself, with unflinching dedication, to the writing of 
poetry in Oriya for more than forty years, from Patheva 
(1931 )to Kavita 1974(1975);his most recent poems have not 
yet been collected into a volume. In 1942 the renowned 
Indo-Anglian poct Harindranath Chattopadkya rendered 
into English some of Raut Rov’s carly poems which were 
published as The Boautinan Boy and Other Poems. In the 
present volume, however, we have selected, for reasons of 
space and time, only twenty five poems from what can be 
called his later poetry, from such volumes as Pangulipi 
(1974), Kavita 1962 (1962), Kav tz 1969 (19,0), Kavita 19/1 
(1972), and Kav.ta 1974 (19/5). We have entitled this 
volume Piatima Nayak and Other Poems after his poem 
“Pratima Nayak”, a pionecring and unique poem which 
heralded not only much of RautRoy’s later work in poetry, 
but also the so-called ‘inodern’ movement in post-Indepen- 
dence Oriya poctry. 


In the {fifteen volumes from Patheva to Kavita 1974 (not 
to take into account his most recent poems), RoutRoy has 
produced near!y five hundred poems, excluding three long 
poems and two small verse-plays. By sheer bulk alone this 
is impressive achievement for any Indian poet of modern 
times. It cannot be denied, however, that quite some of 
these poems are merely rhetorical and don’t have much of 
poetic merit But in the best of them (like “Chhotto Mor 
Gaanti”’, “Pracima Nayak”, “Jyamiti”’, “Uttar Tirish”, 
“Chithi”’, “Smrutilckha”’, “‘Matsyagandha”, “‘Basantara 
Nichhak Jilare”, ‘Se Madhyahnnare Pranatyaga Kale”, 
“Ja Devi” ,“Nadiku Eka Daraja”,* Hair-pin’”’,“ Nirbachan”’, 
“Drasta”, “Ratha Jatra, 1973’”’—to name only a few—) 
RautRoy’s peculiar neo-romanticisin, subtly ironic sense 
of society, adult awareness of the plights of the individual 
self,near-mystic insight into metaphysical reality,have been 
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expressed in haunting rhythm through a highly individual 
use of conversationa! language and fresh. powerful imajtes 
and metaphors. In them RautRay has not only given us 
tich and complex poetry. he has, 1!so0, set new norms for 
Oriya poetry. I sometimes feel that, like Wordsworth, 
RautRoy needs a merciless but discerning editor who 
would prepare a selected volume of his poetry so that 
Rautray’s achievement could be seen in all its glory, 
unclogged by the less good or weak poems, For some critics 
have been unduly harsh on RautRoy because of his less 
successful poems, convenient'y forgetting an old truth 
that we should judge the final worth of a writer, not on 
the basis of his weaknesses or failures, but by his strengths 
and achievements as displayed in his best work. And 
no sensible historian of Oriya poetry can ignore the facts 
—that, whatever might have been the weakness of some of 
his poems, RautRoy enlarged the scope of Oriya poetry 
when it was facing a blind alley after the Satyabadi School 
and the so-called “‘Sabujas’’, that the rich Oriya poetry of 
1960s and1970s was possible because of his pioneering efforts; 
T. S. Eliot’s three-fold test of greatness : “abundance, 
variety and complete competence” (Selected Essays, Londons 
Faber and Faber, 1961, p. (28) may nct have been very 
adequate, but it scems to fit RautRoy’s best work 
eminently. 


Oriya poets of succeeding gererations have, in fact, 
been conscious of the invaluable achievement RautRoy’s 
poetry, and have paid it glowing tributes. Guru Prasad 
Mohanty, surely a most significant Oriya poet after 
RautRoy, has called him “‘‘a genius of a big type” who, 
like Radhanath Ray before him ‘‘gave poetry a new shape” 
and ‘brought revolution in poetry in his time (Nabik-1, 
(Jan.-March, 1983), P. Panigrahy (ed.), Bhubaneswar, pp. 


vii-viii). In a volume of critical essays on RautRay’s 
Fditor’s Introduct on v 
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poetry which this editor edited (Sochi RautaRasank 
Kavita ; 1931-1974, Cuttack, Jagadeb Publications, 1977), 
Rajendra Kishore Panda likened him to guru Drona placing 
whose clay-image before themselves the recent Ekalavyas 
had practised their craft of poetry (p. 101); Deepak Mishra 
called him the Dadheechi (the ancient Indian saint) of 
modern Oriya poetry whose“ penanceful nob’c contribution” 
(p. 108) lay behind the prosperity of Oriya poetry today; 
Harihar Mishra compared him with Auden, calling him 
“an eternally vigilant poet” (pp. 111-2); and Pramod 
Mohanty candidly named him “‘the tcacher of our new 
poetry”? (p. 120). 


I conclude with the hope that this meagre dish of 
twen:yfive poems would lure the general reader to explore 
the big fare that is presented by RautRoy’s best poetry, 
and that this volume would go some way in directing 
the attention of new perceptive critics towards RautRoy’s 
significant achievement in the field of poetry written 
during the last four decades in India. 


Chiist College, Cuttack P. K. JAGADEB 
June 1983 
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PRATIMA NAYAK 


Clear like the foam of soap 

the pale moon in the sky 
effected a compromise 

between light and darkness. 
High on the factory 

the chimney coughed on its own, 
and the Mail train of eight rany 
crossing river Dhansidi. 

I’ve read from poems 

that doves weep at this hour. 


Suddenly after a long time I met 
Pratima Nayak—with a leather bag in her hand. 
Her face was pimple-stained; 

and wrinkles of pure failure 

were on her weak and unpainted cheeks. 
Her body was weakened by disease 

and nibbled by pimples was her face. 
The straight lean frame of her body 
was covered by her Khaki dress, 

and the dust of age 

was on her body 

which was like a Japanese flower 

made up of paper. 


“‘How are you ?”, I asked. 

A pensive dusk my tone did carry. 

Pratima smiled, and we stood there 

where the blue line of the sky kisses the red border 
of the scarlet earth— 

beyond the conflux of dream and reality. 
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vias 


Pehind us was asleep 

A world of two, long years 
grey, smoky, dark, terrible 
and bent to war. 


Afar in the post-mortem hat! 

was flickering the frightful hurricane lamp. 
Her marriage broke up 

when she was. reading M. A. in philosophy . 
She mtght have fallen in love 

once or twice tn her life. 

Then. her father’s death, 

the burden of loans 

domestic conflicts 

hurried a full-stop 

into her study of philosophy. 

Then came Nimeteen Forty Three 

and licked away all that was left. 

Seeing and knowing alt this 

she took refuge m the department of Supplies, 
and her salary there is not bad. 


This fs her long history, ¦ 
father long. 

Pratima Nayak smiles and her lips 
suggest dreams; 

her face wears a Khaki smile 

and hints of night hang in her eyes. 
On both sides flow 

streams of swift and speeding stars, 
Alas '! let her smile, let her. 

She has no veil on her body, 

and she is clad in Khaok:. 


[ “Pratima Nayak”, Pandulipi 
Translation : Chittaranjan Mishra 
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KONARK 


You have seen on jts stones the image of Att 
beautiful; but I have seen there the debris of crores of 
skeletons and broken hearts. You have seen how, with the 
magic wand of Art, the image of golden dawn has been 
drawn against the back-drop of black-night; you have seen 
how poetry has bloomed on the dumb body of stone; you 
have drowned yourself, with a deep love for arts in idle 
dreams. .And you have tested th- juice of Art that flows 
in a stream under the magnificent temple-gates and have 
drunk that nectar in your cupped paln,s to quench the fire 
of your thirst af Beauty. But, alas, unfortunate and unpoetic 
as I am, I have returned from its main-gate with a heart 
over-loaded with grief and anguish : with the eyes of a poor 
labourer I have looked at the same temple, with eyes filled 
with offerings of pain. 

And I have seen under that grave of stones, the hearts 
of numberless sculptors suffering and dying a slow death. 
Who can tell how many labourers bent their backbones 
under the heavy load of stones carcied by them like 
donkeys ? And what account is there of the hammers, 
chisels and mallets which shaped the body of hard granite 
into Art, under the orders of the king ? Palmfuls of blood 
of countless carpenters, blacksmiths and sculptors mingled 
together and the ocean swallowed them effortlessly in its 


salty water. And the world saw a great temple and sang 
praises for the king! 


Scholars say it bears the imprint of the identity of 
the Nation, Lovers of art wonder at the exquisitely graceful 
postures of the beautiful dancing maidens and the lotus-bud- 
curves under their self-loosened breast-wear. Some others 
notice garland of wild-fiower on the neck of serpent-maiden 
dislodged in erotic encounters; and still others experience 
the love-burns of thousand nights on looking at the well- 
fastened locks of the Yakhya brides. But has anyone spared 
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a thought for the history of Man that lies behind them all? 
No one has cared to ask how many human lives had been 
sacrificcd or how many adzes, saws and axes had blunted 
their edges in the process, or how many men, starved and 
hungry, had eaten up sand and soil as food. The gallery of 
Art Peautiful has not depicted all this * Only Art has lived, 
neithey the artist nor the sculptor? 

Praise be to our sculptural skills and fine Art ® 
Millions of hearts are hit with arrows for spreading the 
fame of the king. Because one name must stand out against 
Time, lakhs of nameless lives built a graveyard for 
themselves. And this sentimental nation still looks with 
pride at its own grave, and swells its breast with 
satisfaction ! 

Crores of Bisu Maharanas and Sibei? Samantas are 
lying mder the temple hidden in the so-called luxuriant 
crop of Art. The Jabourer gave his blood for this temple 
and the farmer his golden crops that swelled the royal- 
treasury. But this durbar of Art has no place for their 
pains and feelings, their joys and sorrows, their lively songs 
of the harvesting season. Heavenly Beauty reveals itself on 
the temple gates with creepers from the Yokhya gardens; 
but do we have anywhere here even a single sculpture 
depicting crops of the earth or the lightning-beauty of the 
paddy-field ? The slender feet of the naked dancer dances 
here to the tune of feudalistic taste, and dictated by the 
desire of the opulent class. There are here only the feasts 
of flowers and dream-waves in blue. 

The Sun (which looks like a piece of diamond) 
while making its first bow to Mother Earth in the hour of 
dawn, whispers to her ears : No body has sung on the body 
of the temple the songs of afflictions and distresses of real 
life. This bewitching spell of magnificent Art has not told 
any tale of Man; that is what it should have told. 


[ ‘Konark’, Pandulipi 
Translation ; Swaraj Mishra J} 
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A LETTER FROM CHANDRABHAMNU: 


TO LAVANYAVATI 


Lavanyavati : 

You had said 

this hight of thousand stars 
would be ours! 

It’s eighteen minutes past twelve. 


Two beggars quarrel outside. 

The tin-like moon sets in the sky. 

Mild mist envelops the atmosphere. 

The moon which was yellow like a K«udamb flower 
has turned red 

and now looks like the skin of a dead deer; 

and it covers the earth 

as a'so mountains and rivers. 


In a film-house nearby 

flows the river of Padsahi love; 
on the sky float clouds 

white and clear like ice, 
getting dashed against 

the cold winds of the footpath, 
the hue and cry among beggars 
makes us conscious 

that the country passes through a manwantar. 
There is no rice or bread; 
Fortyfive crores of mouths 
shout with one voice— 

give us rice ! 


There’s the tin-like moon above, 
Labanyabati ' did you forget ? 
The eagle of the storm peeps; 
patches of dark clouds 
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vomit foams of venom; 
and the sfren sings at intervals.- 


Labanyabati ! did you forget ? 

The capital dosen’t remember — 
it’s slumber-mad,. 

The mountain-tops vibrate afar. 
In my mind I offer oblation 

to your Shiva-like breasts 

with my tears, and end this letter. 


Yours; 
Chandrabhanu. 


[“Chandrabhanuku Labanyabatir Chitau”’, Pandulipt 
Translation : Prabhat C. Mishra} 


GEOMETRY 


Paratle! lines of green palm stand 

on two sides of the canal ; 

This map of paddy in green fields 

has been sketched 

by the tender hands of three-correred clouds. 
The banner of clouds flaps 

against the triangle of the forest, 

(over the tops of green, brown,tender forests); 
The green carpet is spread out on the earth. 
Surely, surely there shall be our rendezvous. 


Do waves surge today in River Krishna 
overwhelmed by rain ? 

like the Gangetic valley. 

As I plied my boat 

by the shore of Tista, Meghana 

Friend; I turned south and saw— 

the crooked angle of motion of the diamond fish 
suddenly upturned; do you know how ? 
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‘The khot-spring of the eyes of the fish of gold 
against its watery way dashed. 


‘Beyond the meeting point of the horizon and the sky 
\Tonely days and nights were spent. 

In my sky the flapping of your wings 

created murmuring music 

and was all on a sudden heard 

‘in the ears of the solitary night; 

in that was felt all the meaning of life 

and whatever remained was meaningless 

or beyond understanding, and all that ended. 


The pathetic mysterious eyes of the fish of gold 
invited the white hawk from the sky; 

clouds and paddy, rains and soil 

did all of them combine 

and create the geometry of life ? 


[ “Jyamiti™”, Pardulipi 
Translation : Akshya K. Swain 
& 
Dillip K, Swain | 


ALAKA SANYAL 


When first I saw you, Alaka Sanyal ! 

in Bideh in the palace royal 

the astonishing twilight of spring had covered the earth 
like lakhs of golden-deer skins. 

When to myself I wondered if you I’d seen 

you disappeared, and I searched a lot; 

after many a day and many an age 
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when I thought I'd finally found you 

you once again faded in a flash. 

Then, I remember, we met 

in a deserted palace in Barunabanta 

where in a dazzlingly gem-studded pillar 
your sick shadow was mirrored, 

and was gone in a moment. 

Where did you vanish once again, O where ! 
Without you this wonderfully canopied earth 
is a void ! 


That day since 

I have been trying to locate you. 

I remember I saved you one day 

from the hands of a gandharb named Chitraratha; 
you shouted ‘victory?’ with glee and rewarded me 
with two golden conches 

which danced near my breast, 

and were gone in a flash; 

where did you fade that day ? 


After this, as far as I can remember, 
you appeared as my classmate 
in the lonely precincts of Nalanda. 
The sculpture of your dark locks 
was liked by me. 
Then you went your way, I on mine. 
I have been after you ever since 
on the lonely sands of Time. 
Led by the aroma of your dark locks 
I wander about 
from the capital of Kalinga to island-ports 
where spices teem; 
in the distant islands where pomegranates grow; 
just to release you I wish to jump over walls 
filled with saws of glass. 
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I open up all prisons and for you I look 
W here is my Precious Prisoner ? a black horse I seek. 
But to-day I met you, beyond the stolen sands of Time, 
In her broken, graveyarded body 

Nuakhali had kept’ you hidden. 


{ ‘Alaka Sanyal’, Pandulipi 
Translation : Gadadhar Mishra ] 


MEMORY 


I am fine, and how are you ?— 

the postcard message on the twilight sky, 

and I suddenly remember the lost city 

( Is she like the heroine of Kalidasa ? ) 

like the lady 

who trips over stones in a stream near. the mountain, 
or among innumerable palace-corridors 

alone or among crowds, 

counting the hours, minutes 

on her white pale face the stamp of. farewell. 


Her touch 
the smell of her body like soft happiness 
her female grace like soft steel 
Her looks like peacock’s eyes 
and the blue Chowranghee of innumerable 
sleepless desires. 
And far away, 
under the shade of fruitladen trees, 
I remembe: my dear 
Dasarna village 
My dear city 
Melbourne ! 


[ ‘Smrutilekha’, Kavita-1962 
Translation : J. M. Mohanty | 
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THE SKY 


I threw at your face 

a pa'lmful of sky; 

I'd thought you’d dreams 

you’d be unmindful, or 

sitting in the dark 

you’d draw on the soil lines 

as thin as the Pratipada moon; 

or, in the La!tagiri of your body 
would bloom images like glistening wine: 
or; maybe, in your body would sound 
the nine-tuned rhythm of Bairajaana; 
or, on the ashes of suppressed lust 
there would rise the new Charya songs 
of body or consciousness. 


Re it godliness or animality, 

be it a flame rising toward heavens 

or the bottomless Channel of some border; 
Whatever it is, 

TI’d thought you’d stir and move about 
with energy and vigour new. 


But, alas. alas, what is this ? 

There isn’t a single line 

on the white sheet of your heart. 

Your immobility is in tact as before., 
The sky has faded... 

The month of Cha:tra is gone... 

And the decadent Dwapar of slowed. life 
reigns supreme. 


[ ‘Aakash’, Kavita-1962 
Translation : Saroj K. Sarangi J] 
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HOME 


This night, this cold, this wild, stormy wind...oh 
And there’s unbearable death outside : 

waiting to pounce upon like an awful cat. 

Shut the doors and windows, 

this corner is nice, this house, this hall in the middle, 
the silent chairs, this carpet, this friendly table. 
Talk, sing or do some small piece of work 

or lie down silently with a book in hand, 


All this seems worthwhile : sipping of a mile of tea, 
or smoking a cigarette, or hearing the violin, 
all this seems more worthwhile. 


So shut the windows and doors. 

Let’s avoid packed mysteries 

and create echoes among different worlds 

of our lonely sphere—where, on the disc of moments 
falls the shadow of our familiar earth, 

where in the green light, or 

on the layers of sharp darkness, in the well of sense, 
fall drops of blue sky or drops of dew; 

So let?’s go to the house secure— 

with a consoled boundary. 


But one day that complex hand 

will pounce upon us, and this hard door 
will break, the lights will be switched off. 
That hand will embezzle my sure universe 
and will disappear in a moment, 

It is the Eternal Time '! 

Oh ‘! that black, dreadful cat. 


[‘Ghara’, Kavita 1962 
Translation : S. K. Khuntia J 
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SELF-RETREAT-I 


Neither Sanchi nor Ajanta— 
only a painted pitcher; 

in its water are many stars 

( as if it’s the starry sky ) 
beautiful to its deep-browed moon. 


Whenever through her comp!laisant eyes 
I have seen myself 

I have found myself 

in my second meaning. 


In the mire of my blood; 

that which I have not made mine, 

her promise burns 

with oaths taken by the Sun; 

in the finger of my memory 

like a ring 

that never-can-be night has wrapped itself. 


If she has allowed herself to be caught 

in my band’s hold for capitualation, 

or she has been disharmonions like a torn symphony, 
The Ellora of my mind plays with her. 


Still, if on false days, 

a new shadow falls 

untimely and unclouded 

in the known yard— 

and in that second term of identity 
never be infused with doubt, 


A half of your identity is 
like the moon which 
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lies far frcm me in perpetucl darkness, 
for those lunar evocations, 

Oh, my Feautiful One 

I am the benighted lover. 


[ ‘Swagat-2, K av. ta-1962 
Translation : Rajakishore Behera | 


THE FISH WOMAN 


When the moon glows like a mark 

on the forehead of the unwindowed night, 

she then opens her boat across the narrow river bank 
and sails hither and thither, 

and returns, playing with the ripplets. 

Sometimes she sits on the bed of sands 

with a long-drawn face; 

sometimes she laughs, sometimes she sits gravely 

on the river steps, 

and sometimes she returns laughingly from the river 
with fish and net in hand. 


The riyer-breeze plays hide-and-seek 

in the gaps of her age. 

Her fish-like eyes are fil'ed with flashes 

of eye-ful lightening. 

Drops of rain fall from the cascade of her hair, 
drip-drop, on her cheeks and then on tips of her breasts, 
and, on the smiling lips of hers plays the colour 

of the rising moon. 

It is the blooming time in her body. 


Sometimes she comes fast carrying fish on her head, 
and unloads her burden, 
in front of the river-bank bungalow. 


and Other Poems 1 


Digitized by srujanika@gmail.com 


When we ask her the rate of the fi:h 
she only laughs and draws lines on the sand. 
Reels of smiles are, as if, her answer to all questions. 
And she blushes gazing at the river; 
when we ask her about the breed of the fish 
she only smiles and repeats ; “*‘Who?’ll buy fish ?” 
And in her fish-eyes there’s the asking only— 
Steps of colourful questions. 
[ ‘Matsya Gandha’, Kavita-1962 
Translation : S. B. Srichandan Singh | 


HE DIED AT NOON 


He died at noon; 

when the sun was at the meridian 

and the gods glanced from their ivory beds 

the sun himself stood under the monument of the city. 


The frightening sleep that knows no wink 
the deep dream that knows no waking, 
from causation to time; 

from the sky’s sleeplessness to sky 

the self was lost in deep sleep, 

and he died at noon. 


The traffic flowed unceasingly, 

the city shuddered. 

The clouds floated lazily, 

and at the quiet noon of sun and water 
at the frightening hour 

he suddenly died. 


When th2 city was busy, tired, 

the clerks were driven around, 

and the telephone girl was wiping her sweat, 
just at that hour; 

in one lonely corner of the city, 

in the deep silence of a snow-tent, 
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Tike a snow-figure he was lost in sleep. 


In a different lanz, in a Jifferont r99n 

‘in the snow-white arms of a nurse 

a new-bern baby trembles. 

The farewells in the last windows, 

the noises, the guests coming in and taking thoir farewells, 
the lonely trembling roads of the city, 

the unfortunate city. 


Your photograph in many houses, 
and the dying rays slowly fa.l; 
Oh, farewell, farewell, 

Dear earth, dear city; 

He died at noon. 


He died at noon. 


| ‘Se Madhyahnnare Pranatyaga Kale’, Kav.ta-1962 
Translation : J. M. Mohanty ] 


A PRAYER 


Make me a butterfly in your garden, 

O’ God, who owns a mine of flowers ! 

Give me a mile of hunger, a pitcher of honey, 

and a blue, blue century of the sweetest voice, 

Give me an estate of perfume, O’ Emperor, 

and a village, a village only 

where the murmuring of a brook will be heard for ever. 
Give me a pole-star in the company 

of all flowers, all stars, and all love, 

Be it a statue or a metaphor or an ecstasy, 


but it should be a call from the solitary grove of love. 
O, King of Seasons | 
Give me your Bow of Flowers. 


[ ‘Eka Prarthana’, Kavita-1262 
Translation ; Soubhagyabanta Maharana } 
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IN SPRING’S OWN DISTRICT 


Spring comes hustling; 

dashing against the cocks body, 
breaking and rolling 

full many a jar of honeys 

in the wild abundance of flowers. 


Spring comes pushing dead roots which sprouts 
It comes playing its symphony 

through the pores of desiccated bones; 

through the vein of my second capital beings 
through fathomless tunnels and tubes, 

upsetting many static systems, 

by the sweep of storms. 

Spring comes thrusting into the city of Shadows 
swaying my images in the frenzied wind. 


It ransacks my dual forms; my dual images, 
mind’s minerals, consciousness itself, 

countless flying pillars, folklores, spires 

and the drowsy scars, 

and sets the fleeting images up ( more abstractly ) 
in the Kamyak wood. 


The storm of Spring comes; 
comes only onces 
( For to each good thingy 
Spring comes only once ) 
unsighteds unclouded, 
to many cities, to the tapestry of woods; 
under verdant stairs, or, maybe, 
under the steps of some meridian ‘stupa’. 
My metallic shadows are hidden, here and there. 
The foot-prints of my southern form, 
yesterday, or, maybe, some other day, 
even if they lie buried, 
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undler the sand of tim2. 

Tine’s spies ani cadred officals 
Exhume an1 replace those, 
in the Chairtraka Garden 
of the Southern wind. 


Sr ring tickles the cock’s tissues, 
swan’s ethereal elements, 
azure medicinal herbs of the mountains; 
bewilders the measured steps, 
shatters life’s routined provinces, 
puzzles my fading dreams; 
my slanting shadows, and my beast, 
which struggles from the droves 
in collective ( or ritual ) tribal dance. 
Where the cuckoo tings full-throated, 
in the Steel city, or 
in the canvas of flowers 
There upon the fourth flame of my ritual, 
rains the ebullience of Spring...... 


May this Spring be the crowing season. 
May that be the last empire of all charm. 
For, to each good thing, Spring comes only once. 
Enlightened by it, I 
slips the golden waistband of the virgin-city. 
May that be the last arrow of Love-god. 
May this be the ritual 

for a new and last procreation. 
And my last emblem’s infallible fervent tlame— 
transcending my carbon-copy; 

and, my picturesque mud. 
May there be the twang 
of my vernal Southern-form, 


_[‘Basantar Nichhak Jilare’, Kavita 1962 
Transaltion : Sashikala Choudhury |] 
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GANGADHAR MEHER 


Your verse is recited 

in a room on the third-storey, 

and also on the second floor. 

Another one hums your lines 

in the single-storeyed house, 

on the varandah, 

in the quiet of some evening. 

Under the plastered shade of a mango or banyan tree, 

hums some young man, 

your cascading verse, 

somewhere, in a sequestered hostel, 
at the town’s end. 


Oh '! How simple are your men and women ! 
One who is good is all good—sterling pure, 
the one that is bad— 
is a damned sinner, a vicious devil. 
This good earth is, as if, cleanly cleft in two— 
good and evil, 
Between the two, 
no intercourse, no agreement whatsoever, 
no, nothing much deeper than the bare division, 
Running in a straight line, 
man’s life is static, simple. 


There, anguish admits of no disputation, 
there, pity sings the mute prayer 
dramatic martyrdom, 

stainless glory of heroism, 


rise to unmatched heights of poetic imagination. 
And sin ?—that, too, 


is an ascent to a gigantic summit, 
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—just the measured reverse of good. 

Your men, under infancy’s grassy shade, 

are blue in deep-faith devoid of all conflicts. 
God—an all beneficient, placid One ' 

Life, as it were, is an azure plain, 

a pallet, green, serene and unruffled. 


reverence four you is collected from minds 
that are still in their infancy, 

whom the tempo otf life’s complexity, 

has touched not yet— 

Your wizardry of rainbow shuttle, 

has woven new forms, sent countless ripples, 
painted forth a marvellous canvas, 

of varied colours, thread and lace. 


O’ my honoured forefather '! 
You are the lyricist, 
of a nation that tolls in its infancy still 
which amid, even-tenored and 
gentle revels of the agrarian society, 
passes with uncertain steps 
O’ the Bard of Dawn ' 
This strife-ridden mind, 
roasted by the noon tide 
This unquiet life, 
distracted by swarms of conflicts, 
pines for you, O’ serene Sage ' 


The tumultous, fiery chant of a smelted payche 
The wild tempo of a life faring forward, 

recall you, 

recall you the old, and the young ' 


[‘Gangadhar Meher’, Kavita 1962 
Translation : S. Choudhury | 
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WINDOW TO THE RIVER 


This room 

where I have not known 

the deep pangs of pain, 

trom whos2 mid-window can bez seen 

the hewn path amid the-forest green, 

and the bald dome of thie hill, 

the morning birds that rise and fly 

to come back later to the hill ; 

and from where the bathed crystal dawn 
appears—a calm invitation of some icon-centre, 
do I then knzel and pray; 

say to myself again and again 

that this is the same, surely the same ! 
This instant of time belongs only to him! 


Desolate, the river bridge 
quivers in fog and smoke, 
An ash stray on the table 
lies disconsolate in burnt ash, 
The vase screams its harshness 
‘with blooms wilted and worthless, 
A timber-laden truck rumbles by 
to return again; 
Beneath the half-severed boughs of a tree, 
sways the oblique routine. 
A lone cow standing 
on a hushed river isle 
roofs the boundaries of infinite space 
with the emptiness of her eyes. 


Eoats move. down, one after the other 

rippling red the waters of the river, 

fetching groups of village men, and women too, 
{rocked school girls, the coolies, 
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and bus-passengerss in printed cottons, 
reds and saris of varied hues 

that dye the water 

in tints of blues scarlet 

white and violet. 


The bridge looms limpid, clear ; 

A lonely traveller annexes th2 dawn 

to the perturbed body of the day ; 

And the river ? Is there no river ? 

For it seems the river is but thz revers: 
or just a shadow of home-bound time, 
that unites mz over and over 

to the very same icon-centre. 


{ ‘Nadiku eka Daraja’, Kavita 1969 
Translation : Jayanta Mohapatra ] 


THE CAUSE 


Let me return to the causes, 

to the ambivalent face, 

for I do not remember a place 

nor the times 

I only remember the face 

which is the source. 

Let the carnival lights go outs 

the faded opera casts its shadow of doubt 
for I do not remember an address; 

1 only remember a face 

which is the cause-nexus. 

Let the sea-green night 

release an ambiguous wish 

for all that I know and know not, 
Riding on my own silhoutte co-existing 
I pass by me and the binomal tree.” | 


{Adapted from ‘Smruti-Il’, Kavita—1962 by the author] 
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ON GODDESS DURGA 


She is the one who slays me 

moment by moments 
In a grove of casuarinass, 

by the side of the sea. 
She is the one who slays me, 

in the very last act of the play. 
With every single gut of my blood 

is woven a pattern of immense terros. 
She is the one who slays me 

hour by hour. 


She is the one who pushes me 

down the abyss of death. 
Drawing me with the beak of her gaze, 
She slays me with the strands of her smile 
Here within; or in some lonely river isle, 
In an abandoned citadel. 


And I live again, fall in love with her, 
My Sumbha-Nisumbha existence only remembers her. 
So she is a Goddess, for how else 
can She secure the slayed, 
Death and love, with strings of slaughter : 
Because love is death, her order ultimate, 
And receiving and giving seems complete 
W hen each other we annihilate, 


She is the one who slays me 
witk eyes of murder, 
Slays me in the cell of love, 


Over a secret stairway; 
or on some forgotten border; 
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For she is a Goddess ; 


truly she makes me hers 
Under the pretense of worship. 

each moment by moment: 
In every single act of the play. 


{Ja Dev?’, Kavita-1969 
Translation : Jayanta Mohapatra} 


A SONNET 


I had flung my sou! 

like a pineapple, toward heaven. 
J wonder if it reached Him at all 
or lies rotting, back on the earth. 


The burning splinter-like insects of my fiery mind, 
cast at different persons, and at different times, 
return like Boomerangs to me 

with their broken wings. 


Who am I ?—a dark, abandoned 

film-hall of a forgotten city ? 

the twin borders of death : a finger-long snake ? 
or am I the last monarch who breathlessly craves for 
a moment”’s life, in the touch of Cleopatra’s breast 
softer than the clouds of an azure sky. 


{ ‘Gotie Sonnet’, Ravita 1969 
Translation : Gayatree Das ] 
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ELECTION 


Walls let us know 
that the costly day has finally arrived 
—the day when posters and manifestoes 
with lots of spelling mistakes, food lanes and by-'anes: 
when. in tempests of speeches, towns and mofussilss 
tarmyards and courtyards; monasteries and film-houses 
parks and graveyards—all are about to sink; 
And all sorts of signs and symbols— 
Ramananai marks and Charkhas, sun and stars 
milched cows, thatched houses, sickles and hammers 
umbrel as, pens, lamps and lanterns 
balances and ploughshares, saplings and flowers— 
all announce that the fafeful day has come 
when Gandhiji’s bones are dug out of his Samadh: 
and people are suddenly reminded 
of his philosophy and his three monkeys; 
when truckloads of ghosts descend from heaven 
ghosts of Marx-Lenin, Gandhi and Hochi-Minh 
in the voices of school-children and hirelings; 
when promises become palm-trees; 
when hesitant ‘‘“we’ll see”’s of yesterday 
are transformed into definite “‘it’Il be done”’s. 
To-day is that season, to-day is that day 
when beggars are asked to give alms, 
when a freshly-ironed handkerchief is anxious 
to wipe the sweat from a poor man’s face; 
Words today come like new leaves, meanings become bearded 
sentences wear turbans, with trappings of alliteration 
and commas and full stops are on paid. leave. 
Seeing and hearing all this the three helpless monkeys 
stand up before all and start a naked dance. 
That day has come as untimely as a six-month baby. 
{[ ‘Nirbachan’, Kavita-1971 
Translation : P. K. Jagadeb ] 
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BIRTHDAY 


Why must one live for one hundred years? 
What for ? 

Bereft of the poison-tooth, defenceless; 

and unable to lift the Gandiv, one’s own bow, 
must one still live ? 


Why must one play host to one hundred autumns 
year after year 

opening and closing and reopening and bolting again 
the doors and windows ? 

Must one go on playing the same game for eternity— 
pah ‘'—keep on doing the same sua till infinity ? 


Who will be my witness : 

the snippets of Vietnamese valour 

glanced at from the woeful daily 

in between sips of milk-powdered tea, 

that act like vitamins ? 

the old guileless photograph of the well-dressed youngman , 
smiling with his bride, 

preserved inside the glass almirah, 

that warms up one’s strained nerves ? 

or the farewell-message 

presented with garlands of now-faded camphor 

by the office-staff 

on the occasion of a transfer from Bhadrak to Koraput, 
displayed on the wall ? 


Thereafter the same formulae of multiplication 

from one to twenty and from twenty to one, 

Framed photographs hung on dusty dark walls : 

the eldest daughter donning the black gown and hood 
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and holding her certificates of degrees 

peeping from inside the frame, 

the younger one doing her Orissi number. 

and the picture, framed from newspaper-cutting, 
of my dear lovable son, unemployed, 

arrested under MISSA; 

standing inside the police-cordon. 

I can hear the bids of my daughters 

trying their luck 

in the matrimonial auction of the grooms market. 
What do they signify— 

these basic ingredients of my world ? 

What do they stand for : 

my tattered /ungi and dirty banian and office-shirt ? 
A cake of soap is too costly, costlier is food, 

it is only life that gets devalued day by day. 


I do rot want a boxful of birthdays, I don’t. 
One inch of life is all I ask for— 
the inch-long life of a matchstick. 


I feel I have all, yet nothing at all, 
for the spark that ignites 
is missing. 


My wintry breath buries the cold sun 
in the snow of slumber. 

Still comes the heat wave, 

and people die in Bihar 

and people die in the north. 

And people die of suicide in villages; 
and they die without food. 

But no one dies for living. 

No one waves his tattered shirt 
soaked red in his own blood. 


24 
Pratima Nayak 
Digitized by srujanika@gmail.com 


No one knows where food lies 
except the rats and the intelligent ants 
who dismiss the humans as fools. 


1 begin my day with the steam 

of the flavourless cup of tea in the morning; 
1 retire at midnight with hol'ow dreams, 

in the much-mended mattress of silk. 
Nightlong the lamp-past mocks at me. 

In my courtyard blossoms the Kadaimba trees 
from where my cycle had been stolen 

in a moonlit night. 


Meanwhile I grow a day older 

and wane a month upstream, 

and then I drift through awakened slumber 
towards the next birthday. 


Why must one be so kind 

to live for one hundred years ? 

And what does a birthday stand for : 
to be or not to be 

or 

nonteing ? ? 


{ ‘Janmadina’, Kavita-1974 
Translation : Rajendra Kishore Panda ] 


CAR FESTIVAL, 1973 


The bluish sky with a translucent sun 

resembled today a swarm of coves. 

All at once emerged two discs, ring, like eyes 
from the western corner 

like the eyes of a mrijidangam. 

In a moment died down all sound faint and loud, 
cheers from multi-coloured throats, 

hulahuli of twirling tongues, fanfare of conches— 
All died out by degrees, all sight and sound— 
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Sitting here alone a hundred miles aways 

I spied that vissage, that stupendous countenance— 
two discs of eyes 

a pair of black eyes. 


A compendium of body, mind and spint, 
an emblem of aje-old tradition— 

is that pair of eyes. 

These two globe-like balls are like 

a sea-bath from man-made casements; 
round them revolves the solar family, 
the endless blue above, and the air pure 
It’s an ariel call of space towards Space Infinite. 
in the wink of these dark eyes 

I found my existence 

destroyed into molecules and atoms. 
And in that Presence, Indra sings hymns 
Maheswar stands in folded hands 
Prahma 1ecites the Vedas 

And Kinnaras wavely fans of furs. 


Where is the mammoth gathering ? 

Where the boisterons din ? 

Yet the radio relays 

that the crowd is on the increase, that 

the Badadanda is full and the roofs are packed. 
The grand assemblage with conntless faces 
eyes, ears and hands, flags and fans 

lost their entity in a moment 

in that pair of big, black eyes. 

All was quiet—all time people and place, 

the three Yugas,s the three Lokas and the four Vedas 
and lakhs of vaginas—all gone, extinct. 


I felt free, free from all concerns and attachments 


I felt I were a disembodied being 
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It seemed as if in a timeless distance 
I stood face to face 
with that pair of eyes— 
as if the tiger and the traveller were locked 
in an unflinching and steadfast glance— 
the glance that inspires life and existence. 
And yet we two have embraced each other 
just as the Timeless covers Time, 
[ “Ratha Jatra, 1973”, Kaovita-19 4 


Translation : Akshaya K. Mishra ] 


ONLOOKER 


The gallery is crowdless, and 

my play and myself sit, face to face 

I am the silent spectator watching myself 
and between the two is our acting. 


Lots of characters, dramatic personal 

who make me speechful; 

and lots of scenery : higywayss, gardens, pandals 
battlefields, b'ood-spillings, dismembered human bodies; 
and finally comes the pleasure-dome 

where the dance merges with the dancer : 

the protagonist and his time are both one, 

yet within moments they become different. 


My play and I myself are one, 

and yet we are severed and separate. 
There I wait for events, 

which might happen in some moment 

or which might have happened. 

Here I am the creator, and 

also a helpless puppet, just an onlooker. 

I have full right only to my work, 

I have an existence, also, apart from work. 
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{ here is no crowd in the gallery ; 
my play and I myself sit face to tace 
I am the onlooker, 
and also the protagonist. 
{ “Drasta”’, Kav.ta-1971 


Translation ; Bikash Sahu | 


TO MY ENEMIES 


Let the garland of hibiscus 

on the neck of my foes 

adore the hair of my sweetheart 

like a white lotus. 

Let the poisonous knitted eye-brow 

of the vile glance of my enemies 
become the steps of moonlight 

of the rippling water of the chitrotpala. 
Let the false traps of my enemies 

and their rhythmic scandal-mongering 
turn to be the charm of a beautiful village, 
—Sovana or Rupsa. 

Let the poisonous Laddu of my enemies 
be made into a banquet for me. 

Let their secret gestures make 

the zigzag path of my life 

simple and wide like a highway. 

Let their teardrops 

make the cows wet with milk, 

And let their blood enrich my country 
and make them bountiful in crops. 


The garland of hibiscus 
shines and smiles brightly 
on the neck of my foe. 


(“Mo Satrumananku”’, Kavita-1974 
‘-Translation ;: Gayatree Das] 
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HAIR-PIN 


The entire bed and the entire house 
I’ve searched for your hair-pin; 
where did it go ? 

1 also don’t see 

two aristocratic silver safety-pins 
of your bodice and blouse. 


I have already searched, outside the window 
through all the layers of darkness and moonlight; 
and on the bygone steps of Time 

where lies all our nudity 

on the open stage of our naked souls. 


I have also searched far and near, 

many years before and after, 

on river-banks, sea-shores and in hotels, 

where have been spent 

many solitary moments, blue like rivers. 

No where do I get, beautiful and in tact 

your arranged locks or the dome of your breasts. 


Rather do I see 

the Sravana of directionless hairs 
covers every inch an open hill-top 

and builds a high, naked image 

which I immerse in the vortex of memory 
in the Saptakoshi canyon of Time, 

and get back of my distance. 


[‘Hair-pin’, K avita-1971 
Translation : Bijoy K. Mohapatra & 
‘P. K. Jagadeb] 
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BHUBANESWAR 


It’s not possfble to encircle Time 
with all additions and substractions. 


Here all the vices and virtues of Man 

no more need to become myths 

to be memorised in Art and Poetry. 

Man’s pain and pleasure here 

need no wide welcoming gate of community. 


Everything fs disjointed. 

Yet all are under one Machine impersonal 
that knows no feeling of pleasure or pain. 
Ironically it’s an existence 

with step-motherly feelings. 


Here are Iron and Concrete on Fire 
not stones properly set on stones. 


The storm of Ekamra with a stink of files 
blows away the breath of Man. 


O’ Architects and Sculptors ! 
What a mistake you made, 
Oh, what a mistake ! 


Keep to your own path, and walk away. 


| “Bhubaneswar”, Kavita-1974 
Translation : Sudhir K. Jethi) 
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GLOSSARY AND NOTES 
( Prepared by Sandhya Pattanaik ) 


Page 


vii : Khaki—Pratima Nayak wore this light-brown uniform 
(normally worn by policemen and soldiers in India) as 
pait of A. R. P. enforced during War. 

1: Yakhya—A messenger of Kuver, the god of wealth in 
Hindu mythology. 

2: Bisu Maharanns and Sibzet Samintas—fa.nous sculptors 
and architects employed in the construction of the 
Sun temple at Konark. In the Oriya original, the poem 
“Konark’’ was in rhymed verse. 

3: In the long narrative poem ‘Lavanyavati’ by Upendra 
Bhanja,tlie famous Oriya poet of the early 18th century, 
Lavanyavati is the heroine, and Chandrabhanu the 
hero. RautRoy dedicated this poem to Dc. M. Mansing 
(1905—1973) who was a famous lyric poet of love in 
Oriya in the present country. 

3: Manwantar—a time of great want; a famine. 
Badsahi—adjective of ‘Balsah’, a Moghul emperor, 
ornate and lavish. 

4: Tista, Meghanc—Rivers of Pengal. 

5: Bideh—an ancient Hindu kingdom, part of which is 
now the prese t- lay Bihar. 

6 : Gandharva— A class of singing gods in Hindu mythology. 
Nalanda—a university of ancient India. 

Kalinga—a very prosperous kingdom of which the 
present-day Orissa formed a part. 

7 : Naukhali—A place in Pengal ravaged by communal riots. 
Chovranghee— A busy commercial centre in Calcutta. 
Dasarna—a village in Kalidas’s long poem‘ Meghaduttam’. 
Melbourne—RautRoy was in this city of Australia for 
many months. 

8: Pratipada—The first day after the Black-moon day. 
Bajrajana—a sccc of Buddhists believing in ‘tantra’and 
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16 : 


24 : 
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occu’t studics. Charya—songs of a class of sages 
known as Sahajasidhas; Oriya, Bengali an Assomzse 
languages onl litcratures are said to originate from 
these ‘charya’ songs. Lalitagiri—a mountain in Orissa 
famous for brzautifui carvings on its stones. Dwapar— 
the 2nd ‘yuga’ of Hindu mythology. 

“He diced at Noon” was composed on the death of 
Dr. Bidhan Ch. Roy, the physian-Chief Minister of 
West Bengal. 

Ganjadhar Meher—a famous Oriya poet of the 19th 
cent'iry, known for his lyrics and narrative poems. 


: Gandiv—the famous Low used by Arjuna, a hero of 


‘the Mahabharat’, the noted epic of ancient India 
Bhadrak and Koranut—towns in Orissa, situated far 
apart from each other. 

Orissi—ad jectival form of Orisse; MISSA—an act ot 
Govt. of Iniia (1975) by which a person can be 
detained without trial for a certain period. 

Lungi—a loose night-c oth for men in India. 


Kadan.ba—A tree said to be frequented by Krishna 
from where he used to lure Gopis with his flute. 
Mridgangam—a kind of long-box with tapering ends 
which are played upon with fingers. Hulahuli—a very 
soft sound }roduced, through the rolling of tongue 
inside the mouth, by Indian women on auspicious 
occasions. 


Indra, Maheswar, Brahma—Superior Hindu gods. 
Vedas—Hindu scriptures; Kinnars—a lower class of 
Hindu gods; Bada danda—a very wide road at Puri 
where the cars of Lord Jagannath, His Brother and 
Sister are pulled on the Carfestival day; Yugas—the thre® 
times of Satya, Dwapar and Tretaya; Lokas—the three 
worlds of heaven, earth and hell, 
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23 : Laldu : round-shap2d sweet-meats. 
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Chitrot paia—a long river in Orissa. 
Sravana—a month when it rains in torrents, 


Saptakoshi—a huge canyon extending for fourteen 
miles in river Mahanadi in Orissa. 


Ekamra—the old name of Bhubaneswar. It literally 
means ‘‘a single mango trec™. 


APPENDIX 


A Chrono'ogy of Raut Roy’s poctry-volumes in Oriya ; 


{ Dates of first publication have bcen given.) 


1931 : Patheva 

1936 : Abh’jan 

1941 : Pallishrce 

1942 : Baji Raut 

1947 : Pandulipi 

1948 : Abhijnan 

1949 : Hasant 

1949 : Bhanumatir Desh 
1958 : Swagat 

1962 : Kavita, 1962 
1965 ; Sochi Rautarayank Granthavali (Part I: Poetry) 
1970 : Kavita, 1969 


: As.ar Swapna 


1972 : Kav.ta, 1971 
19/5 : Kay.ta, 1574 
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B. A Szlect Bibilography of books and essays of criticisa? 
on RautRoy’s poetry : 


In English : 


1. R. Chakravarty (ed.), Soch: Raut Roy—A Port of the 
Peor'e : A Svmnosium, Prabasi Press, Calcutta, 1955. 


In Oriya : 


1. P. K. Jlagadeb (ed.), Sochi Rauta-avaink Kavita : 1931- 

1974. Jagadeb Publications, Cuttack, 1977. 

Chintamoni Behera, “‘Kavi Sachidananda Rautaray’, 

Kavya O Kalakar; Tagannath Rath, Cuttack. 1976. 

2. Saurindia Parik, “‘Sochi Rautarayank Kavitare Byakti 
Chetanar PBikash”, Sahitya; Friends Publishers, 
Cuttack, 1972. 

4. Rabi Shankar Mishra, “Kavita, 1952”, Jhanbar (July, 
1975), Cuttack. 

5. Nityananda Satapathy, ‘‘Kavi Rautara Kavya Manas’”’, 
Istahar-2 (February, 1978), Bhubaneswar. 

6 Sarbeswar Das; “* ‘Kavita 1962’ ; Eka Bihangabalokan”’ 
Kavita (Jan.-March, 1966), Cuttack. 

7. PEalgopal Purohit, “ ‘ Alaka Sanynl’ : Eka Nutan Kavyik 
Alodan”’, Suptarshi (Nov. & Dec. 1974), Burla. 

8. Subhendu Mund ,‘““‘Pratima Nayak’ra Nutan Alochana”’, 
Asantakali, (March 1972), Calcutta. 

9. Niladri Bhusan Harichandan, “* ‘Pandulipi’ra Bicbhi- 
nnatabodh O Kavi Sachidananda Rautaray”, Nabarcbi 
(Feb.-March, 1977), Calcutta. 

10. Jogesh Chandra Panda. “Sochi Rnutaray Banam Rama- 
kanta Rath”, J hankar (January, 1972), Cuttack. 

11. J. M. Mohanty, Prajna Sah.tya, Grantha Mandir, 
Cuttack, 1967, pr. 79-97. 
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Published by Mahanadi Books 
Cuiiacdk: 753 ©0608, Orissa, India” 


MY CP 


This series is an attempt to introduce 
contemporary.“ Oriya poetry to the 


general reader outside Orissa by 
publishing, in‘ English ‘ translation, 
some .twenty poems by one poet 
- (or more) in. a single volume. In each 
case the selection has’ been made 
to illustrate the poet's range 
in theme, ~ style and ~~ form: 


Two collections in this series ‘are 
already available and further eighteen 
_ volumes are in active preparation. 


Sochi RoutRoy ‘(b. 1915) is one ofthe foremost makers 
of modern Oriya. poetry. During an eventful life RautRoy 
has devoted himself, with unflinching dedication ,to the 
writing of poetry in Oriya for more than torty years; 
and has published fifteen “volumes of verse, This volume 
has been entitled Pratima Nayak and Other Poems after 


his poem ““‘Pratima Nayak”, a pioneering and unique poem 


which - heralded: not cnly much of his. own later work in 
poetry, but also the modern movement in Post —Independ- 
ence Oriya Poetry. RautRoy now lives in Cuttack (Mission 
Road, Cuttack-753 002) and edits The Diganta; a journal 
devoted tothe literature, culture and the arts of Orissa. 
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